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THE PRELUDE 


SCENE: .A. plantation of thin young trees, in a misty 
and rainy twilight j S01ne woodland blossorn show- 
ing the patches on the earth between the stenl,s. 
TIlE STRANGER is discovered, a cloo,ked figure 'With a 
pointed hood. His cost1-trne might belong to modern 
or any other time, and the conical hood is 80 drawn 
over the head that little can be seen of the face. 
.A distant voice, a woman's, is heard, half-singing, half- 
chanting, unintelligible words. The cloaked figztre 
rctises its head and listens with inte1'est. The song 
draws nearer and PATRICIA CARLEON ente'}'s. She 
is dark and slight, and /l,as a drea'Jì
Y ex- 
pression. Though she is artistically d'J'essed, hm' 
hctÙ' is a little wild. She has a broken brctnclt of 
some flowe1'íng t'J'ee in he'}" hand. She does not 
notice tlte stranger, and thO'llgh /te has watched her 
with interest, makes no sign. Suddenly she perceives 
him and Btarts back. 


PATRICIA. Oh! Who are you? 
9 
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STRANGER. Ah) vVho am I? [CO'Jnmences to 'In'lttter 
to ltirnself, and rnaps out the grO'l.tnd with his staß] 
I have a hat, but not to wear; 
I wear a sword, but not to slay, 
And ever in lUY bag I bear 
A pack of cards, but not to play. 
PATRICIA. "\Vhat are you? What are you saying 
 
STRANGER. It is the language of the fairies, 0 
daughter of Eve. 
PATRICIA. But I never thought fairies ,vere like 
you. Why, you are taller than I am. 
STRANGER. We are of such stature as we will. But 
the elves grow small, not large, when they would mix 
,vith mortals. 
PATRICIA. You mean they are beings greater than 
we are. 
STRANGER. Daughter of men, if you would see a 
fairy as he truly is, look for his head above all the stars 
and his feet amid the floors of the sea. Old women 
have taught you that the fairies are too small to be 
seen. But I tell you the fairies are too mighty to be 
seen. For they are the elder gods before whom the 
giants were like pigmies. They are the Elementa] 
Spirits, and anyone of them is larger than the world. 
And you look for them in acorns and on toadstools 
and wonder that you never see them. 
PATRICIA. But you come in the shape and size of a 
man
 
STRANGER. Because I would speak with a woman. 
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PATRICIA. [Drawing back in atee.] I think you are 
growing taller as you speak. 
[The scene appeærs to fade away, and give 
place to the milieu, of ACT ONE, the 
Duke's drawing-room, an apartment witl
 
open l?rencl
 windows or any opening large 
enough to show a ga/rden and one hO'ltse faÙ'Zy 
near. It is even.ing, and there is a red 
la,mp lighted in the house beyond. The 
REV. CYRIL SMITH is sitting with hett and 
umb'l"ella beside him, evidently a visitor. 
He is a YO'ltng man 'll)itl
 the higltest of Higlt 
Ohurcl
 dog-collars and all the qualities of 
a restrained fanatic. He is one of the 
C1Lristian Socialist sort and takes his priest- 
l
ood seriously. He is an honest rnan, and 
not an ass. 
[To '
Í7n ente1.s MR. HASTINGS with 'J){tpm"s in 
his hltnd. 
IIASTINGS. Oh, good evening. You are J\.ir. Smith. 
[Pause.] I Dlean you are the Rector, I think. 
SMITH. I an1 the Rector. 
HASTINGS. I am the Duke's secretary. I-lis Grace 
asks me to say that he hopes to see you very soon; 
but he is engaged just now with the doctor. 
SMITH. Is the Duke ill 
 
HASTINGS. [Laugl
ing.] Oh, no ; the doctor has come 
to ask him to help some cause or other. The Duke is 
never ill. 
SMITll. I
 the doctor with him now 
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HASTINGS. Why, strictly speaking, he is not. The 
doctor has gone over the road to fetch a paper con- 
nected with his proposal. But he hasn't far to go, 
as you can see. That's his red lamp at the end of 
his grounds. 
S
nTH. Yes, I know. I am lnuch obliged to you. 
r will wait as long as is necessary. 
HASTINGS. [Oheelfully.] Oh, it ,von't be very long. 
[ Exit. 
[Enter by the garden doors DR. G RIMTHORPE 
reading an open paper. He is an old- 
fashioned practitioner, very '1nuch of a 
gentlen
an and very carefully dressed in a 
slightly antiquated style. He is about sixty 
years old ltnd nÛght have been a friend of 
Hu.xley's. 
DOCTOR. [Folding 
tp the paper.] I beg your pardon, 
sir, I did not notice there was anyone here. 
SMITH. [AnÛcably.] I beg yours. A new clergyman 
cannot expect to be expected. I only came to see the 
Duke about some local affairs. 
DOCTOR. [Sl1Ûling.] And so, oddly enough, did I. 
But I suppose we should both like to get hold of hinl 
by a separate ear. 
SMITH. 011, there's no disguise as far as I'm con- 
cerned. I've joined this league for starting a model 
public-house in the parish; and in plain words, I've 
come to ask his Grace for a subscription to it. 
DOCToR.'[Gril1Ûy.] And, as it happens, I have 
joined in the petition against the erection of a model 
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public-house in this parish. The similarity of our 
position grows with every instant. 
S
nTH. Yes, I think ,ve must have been twins. 
DOCTOR. [.llIore good-kltmouredly.] Well, what is a 
model public-house 
 Do you mean a toy? 
SMrrH. I mean a place where Englishmen can get 
decent drink and drink it decently. Do you call that 
a toy 
 
DOCTOR No; I should call that a conjuring trick. 
Or, in apology to your cloth, I will say a miracle. 
SMITH. I accept the apology to my cloth. I am 
doing my duty as a priest. How can the Church 
have a right to make men fast if she does not allow 
them to feast? 
DOCTOR. [Bitterly.] And when you have done 
feasting them, you will send them to me to be 
cured. 
SMrrH. Yes; and when you've done curing them 
you'll send them to me to be buried. 
DOCTOR. [After a pau.se, laughing.] Well, you have 
all the old doctrines. It is only fair you should have 
all the old jokes too. 
SMITH. [Laughing also.] By the way, you call it 
a conjuring trick that poor people should drink 
moderately. 
DOCTOR. I call it a chemical discovery that alcohol 
is not a food. 
S
I1TH. You don't drink wine yourself 
 
DOCTOR. [i
[ildly sta').tled.] Drink wine! 'Vell- 
what else is there to drink 
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SMITH. So drinking decently is a conjuring trick 
that you can do, anyhow 
 
DOCTOR. [Still good-hu'rl
ouredly.] 1\T ell, well, let us 
hope so. Talking about conjuring tricks, there is 
to be conj uring and all kinds of things here this 
afternoon. 
SMITH. Conjuring 
 Indeed 
 Why is that 
 
Ente'J. HASTINGS with a letter in each hand. 


I-IASTINGS. His Grace will be with you presently. 
He asked me to deal with the business matter first 
of all. [He gives a note to each of thern. 
Sl\IITJI. [T
trning eagerly to the DOCTOR.] But this 
is rather splendid. The Duke's given .:B50 to the 
new public-house. 
HASTINGS. The Duke is very liberal. 
[Oollects papm.s. 
DOCTOR. [Examining his cheque.] Very. But this 
is rather curious. He has also given .:B50 to the 
league for opposing the new public-house. 
HASTINGS. The Duke is very liberal-minded. [Exit. 
SMITH. [Staring at his cheque.] Liberal-minded! 
. . . Absent-minded, I should call it. 
DOCTOR. [Sitting do'wn (tnd lighting a cigar.] 'VeIl, 
yes. The Duke does suffer a little from absence 
[puts his cigar in his mouth and pulls du'}.ing the 
pause] of mind. He is all for compromise. Don't 
you know the kind of man who, when you 
talk to him about the five best breeds of dog, 
always ends up by buying a mongrel? The 
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Duke is the kindest of men, and always trying to 
please everybody. He generally finishes by pleasing 
nobody. 
S
nTH. Yes; I think I know the sort of thing. 
DOCTOR. Take this conjuring, for instance. Yon 
know the Duke has two wards who are to live with 
him now 
 
SMITH. Yes. I heard something about a nephew 
and niece from Ireland. 
DOCTOR. The niece came from Ireland some months 
ago, but the nephew comes back from America to- 
night. [He gets 'ltp abruptly and walks abo'ltt the rOO'ìn.] 
I think I will tell you all about it. In spite of your 
precious public-house you seem to me to be a sane 
man. And I fancy I shall want all the sane men I 
can get to-night. 
SMITH. [Rising also.] I am at your service. Do you 
know, I rather guessed you did not come here only to 
protest against my precious public-house. 
DOCTOR. [Striding about in subdued excitement.] 
Well, you guessed right. I was family physician to 
the Duke's brother in Ireland. I knew the family 
pretty well. 
SMITH. [Q
tietly.] I suppose you mean you knew 
something odd about the family? 
DOCTOR. Well, they saw fairies and things of that 
sort. 
S;\UTli. And I suppose, to the medical mind, seeing 
fairies means much the same as seeing snakes 
 
DOCTOR. [With a Sour B1ì
ile.] Well, they saw them 
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in I.reland. I suppose it's quite correct to see fairies 
in Ireland. It's like gambling at Monte Garlo. It's 
quite respectable. But I do draw the line at their 
seeing fairies in England. I do object to their 
bringing their ghosts and goblins and ,vitches into the 
poor Duke's own back garden and within a yard of 
my own red lamp. It shows a lack of tact. 
SMITH. But I do understand that the Duke's 
nephew and niece see witches and fairies between 
here and your lamp. 
[He walk8 to the gården window and looks out. 
DOOTOR. Well, the nephew has been in America. 
It stands to reason you can't see fairies in America. 
But there is this sort of superstition in the famiìy, 
and I am not easy in my mind about the girl. 
SMITH. Why, what does she do 
 
DOCTOR. Oh, she wanders about the park and the 
woods in the evenings. Damp evenings for choice. 
She calls it the Celtic twilight. I've no use for the 
Celtic twilight myself. It has a tendency to get on 
the chest. But what is worse, she is always talking 
about meeting somebody, some elf or wizard or some- 
thing. I don't like it at all. 
SMITH. Have you told the Duke 1 
DO<JTOR. [With a grim 81ì
ile.] Oh" yes, I told the 
Duke. The result was the conjurer. 
SMITH. [With amazement.] The conjurer 7 
DOCTOR. [Pu,ts down his ciga'J' in the ash-tray.] The 
Duke is indescribable, He will be here presently, and 
you shall judge for yourself. Put two or three facts 
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or ideas before him, and the thing he makes out of 
them is always something that seems to have nothing 
to do with it. Tell any other human being about a 
girl dreaming of the fairies and her practical brother 
from America, and he would settle it in some obvious 
way and satisfy some one: send het' to America or let 
her have her fairies in Ireland. Now the Duke thinks 
a conjurer ,vould just meet the case. I suppose he 
vaguely thinks it would brighten things up, and some- 
how satisfy the believers' interest in supernatural 
things and the unbelievers' interest in smart things. 
As a matter of fact the unbeliever thinks the con- 
jurer's a fraud, and the believer thinks he's a fraud, 
too. The conjurer satisfies nobody. That is why he 
satisfies the Duke. 
[ Enter the DUKE, with HASTINGS, carrying 
papers. The DUKE is ((; ltealtlty, hec(;rty 'lì
an 
in tweeds, 'With a rather 'Wandering eye. 
In the present state of the peerage it is 
necessary to expla;in that the DUKE, t'wugl" 
an ass, is a gentkman. 
DUKE. Good morning, Mr. Smith. So sorry to 
have kept you waiting, but we're rather in a rush to- 
day. [Turns to HASTINGS, 'who has gone O'i'er to a table 
with the papers.] You know 1\11'. Carleon is coming 
this afternoon? 
HASTINGS. Yes, your Grace. His train will be in 
by no,v. I have sent the trap. 
DUKE. Thank you. [Turning to the other t'Wo.] l'tly 
nephew, Dr. Orimthorpe, l\Iorris, you know, 1\Iiss 
B 
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Carleon's brothe r from America. I hear he's been 
doing great things out there. Petrol, or something. 
l\tlust move with the times, eh 
 
DOCTOR. I'm afraid Mr. Smith doesn't always 
agree with moving with the times. 
DUKE. Oh, come, come! Progress, you kno,v, pro- 
gress ! Of course I kno,v how busy you are; you 
Inustn't overwork yourself, you know. Hastings ,vas 
telling me you laughed over those subscriptions of 
n1ine. 'VeU, well, I believe in looking at both sides 
of a question, you know. Aspects, as old Buffie called 
them. Aspects. [With an all-embracing gestU're of the 
a'J"ln. ] You represent the tendency to drink in 
moderation, and you do good in your way. The 
Doctor represents the tendency, not to drink at all; 
and he does good in his way. We can't be Ancient 
Britons, you know. 
[A prolonged and puzzled silence, 8'l.wh as 
always follows the more abrupt of the 
DUKE'S associations or disassociations of 
thought. 
SMITH. [At last, faintly.] Ancient Britons. " . . 
DOCTOR. [110 SMITH in a low voice.] Don't bother. 
It's only his broad-mindedness. 
DUKE. [With unabated cheerfulness.] I saw the place 
you're putting up for it, Mr. Smlth. Very good 
,york. Very good work, indeed. Art for the people, 
eh 
 I particularly liked that woodwork over the 
west door-I'm glad to see you're using the new 
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sort of graining 
French Revolution. 
[Another silence. As the DUKE lounges alertly 
about the room, SMITH speaks to the DOCTOR 
in an undertone. 
Does it remind you of the French Revolu- 


. why, it all reminds one of the 


SMITH. 
tion 
 
DOCTOR. As much as of anything else. His Grace 
never reminds me of anything. 
[A YO'ltng and very high A merican voice is 
hea'l"d calling in the garden. "Say, could 
sO'lnebody see to one of these t'J'unks ? " 
[1\fR. HASTINGS goes out into the ya'1 o den. He 
returns with l\IORRIS CARLE ON , a 'l-'e'J'y 
yo'ung 'f)
an: hardly 'f)
ore than a boy, but 
'with very grown-up A 'Jnerican dress and 
manners. He is dark, smallish, and active; 
and tlte racial type under his Americanism 
is I'J.ish. 


MORRIS. [Humoro'ltsly, as he puts in his head at 
the window.] See here, does a Duke live here 
 
DOCTOR. [JVho is nearest to hi1n, with great g1'avity.] 
Yes, only one. 
MORRIS. I reckon he's the one I want, anyhow. 
I'm his nephew. 
[The DUKE, tclw is 'ruminating in the fore- 
ground, with one eye rather off, turns at 
the voice wnd iltake.s 1\IORRIS warn
ly by 
the hand. 
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DUKE. Delighted to see you, my dear boy. I hear 
you've bet3n doing very well for yourself. 
1\loRRIS. [ LalÆghing.j "Tell, pretty well, Duke; and 
better still for Paul T. Vandam, I guess. I manage 
the old man's mines out in Arizona, you know. 
DUKE. [Shaking his head sagaÆiously.] Ah, very 
go-ahead man ! Very go-ahead methods, I'm told. 
Well, I dare say he does a great deal of good with his 
money. And we can't go back to the Spanish 
Inquisition. 
[Silence, during which the three rnen look at 
each other. 
MORRIS. [Abruptly.] And how's Patricia? 
DUKE. [A little hazily.] Oh, she's very well, I think. 
She . . . [He hesitates slightly. 

IORRIS. [Smiling.] Wen, then, where's Patricia 
 
[There is a slightly emba7.'Joassed pause, ((;nd 
the DOCTOR speakso 
DOCTOR. 1\liss Carleon is walking about the 
grounds, I think. 
[l\loRRIS goes to the garden doors and looks o
lt. 
MORRIS. It's a mighty chilly night to choose. 
Does my sister commonly select such evenings to take 
the air-and the damp 
 
DOCTOR. [After a pause.] If I may say so, I quite 
agree with you. I have often taken the liberty of 
warning your sister against going out in all weathers 
like this. 
DUKE. [Expansively waving his hands about.] The 
artist temperament 1 What I always call the 
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artistic temperament ! Wordsworth, you know, and 
all that. [ Silence. 
J\IORRIS. [Staring.] All what? 
DUKE. [ Oontinuing to lecture with enthusiasm.] 
Why, everything's temperment, you know! It's her 
temperament to see the fairies. It's my tempera- 
ment not to see the fairies. Why, I've walked aU 
round the grounds twenty times and never sa\v a 
fairy. Well, it's like that about this wizard or what- 
ever she calls it. For her there is somebody there. 
For us there would not be somebody there. Don't 
you see? 
1\'IORRIS. [Advancing excitsdly.] Sonlebodr there! 
What do you mean 
 
DUKE. [.Airily.J Well, you can't quite call it a 
man. 
1\IORRIS. [Violently.] A man I 
DUKE. WeU, as old Euffie used to say, what is a 
man? 

IoRRIS. [With a strong riss of the .A merican accent.] 
'Vith your permission, Duke, I eliminate old BufHe. 
Do you mean that anybody has had the tarnation 
coolness to suggest that some man. . . 
DUKE. Oh, not a '{nan, you kno,v. A magician, 
something mythical, you know. 
SMI'rn. Not a man, but a medicine man. 
DOCTOR. [Grimly.] I am a medicine man. 
:I\IORRIS. And you don't look mythical, Doc. 
[Hs bites his finger and begins to pace restlessly 
up and down the room. 
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DUKE. 'VeU, you know, the artistic tempera- 
ment . . . 
1\10RRIS. [Turning suddenly.] See here, Duke! In 
most commercial ways we're a pretty fOI,vard country. 
In these moral ways we're content to be a pretty 
backward country. And if you ask me whether I like 
my sister walking about the woods on a night like 
this ! Well, I don't. 
DUKE. I am afraid you Americans aren't EO ad- 
vanced as I'd hoped. Why! as old Buffie used to 
say . . . 


[.As he speaks a distant voice is heard singing in 
the garden, it comes nearer and nearer, and 
SMITH turns suddenly to the DOCTOR. 
SMITH. Who's voice is that 
 
DOCTOR. It is no business of mine to decide! 
1\IORRIS. [Walking to the window.] You need not 
trouble. I know who it is. 


Enter PATRICIA CARLEON. 
[Still agitated.] Patricia, where have you been 
 
PATRICIA. [Rather wearily.] Oh! in Fairyland. 
DOCTOR. [Genially.] And whereabouts is that 
 
PATRICIA. It's rather different from other places. 
It's either nowhere or it's wherever you are. 
MORRIS. [Sharply.] Has it any inhabitants 
 
PATRICIA. Generally only two. Oneself and one's 
shadow. But whether he is my shadow or I am his 
shadow is never found out. 
1\iORRIS. He 
 'Vho 
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PATRICIA. [Seeming to understand his annoyance for 
the .first tin
e, and smiling.] Oh, you needn't get con- 
ventional about it, Morris. He is not a mortal. 
l\10RRIS. What's his name? 
PATRICIA. We have no names there. You never 
really know anybody if you know his name. 

IORRIS. 'Vhat does he look like? 
PATRICIA. I have only met him in the twilight. 
He seems robed in a long cloak, with a peaked cap or 
hood like the elves in my nursery stories. Sometimes 
when I look out of the window here, I see him passing 
round this house like a shadow; and see his pointed 
hood, dark against the sunset or the rising of the 
moon. 
SMITII. What does he talk about? 
PATRICIÀ. He tells me the truth. Very many 
true things. Ho is a wizard. 
MORRIS. How do you know he's a wizard? I 
suppose he plays some tricks on you. 
PATRICIA. I should know he was a wizard if he 
played no tricks. But once he stooped and picked up 
a stone and cast it into the air, and it flew up into 
God's heaven like a bird. 
MORRIS. 'Vas that what first made you think he 
was a wizard? 
PATRICIA. Ob, no. When I first saw him he was 
tracing circles and penticles in the grass and talking 
theElanguage of the elves. 
l\loRRIS. [Sceptically.] Do you know the language 
of the elves 
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PATRICIA. Not until I heard it. 

iORRIS. [Lowering his voice as if for hÙJ sister, but 
losing patience so completely that he talks much louder 
than he imagines.] See here, Patricia, I reckon this 
kind of thing is going to be the limit. I'm just not 
going to have you let in by some blamed tramp or 
fortune-teller because you choose to read minor poetry 
about the fairies. If this gipsy or whatever he is 
troubles you again . . . 
DOCTOR. [Putting his hand on ].!ORRIS'S shoulder.] 
Come, you must allow a little more for poetry. We 
can't all feed on nothing but petrol. 
DUKE. Quite right, quite right. And being Irish, 
don't you know, Celtic, as old Buflìe used to say, 
charming songs, you know, about the Irish girl who 
has a plaid sha-wl-and a Banshee. [Sighs profoundly.] 
Poor old Gladstone I [Silence as usual. 
SMITH. [Speaking to DOCTOR.] I thought you your- 
self considered the family superstition bad for the 
health 
 
DOCTOR. I consider a family superstition is better 
for the health than a family quarrel. [He 'walks 
casually across to PATRICIA.] 'V"ell, it must be nice to 
be young and still see all those stars and sunsets. We 
old buffers won't be too strict with you if your view 
of things sometimes gets a bit-mixed up, shall ,ve 
say 
 If the stars get loose about the grass by 
mistake; or if, once or twice, the sunset gets into the 
east. We- should only say" Dream as much as you 
like. Dream for all mankind. Dream for us who 



ACT I 


MAGIC 



5 


can dream no lODger. But do not quite forget the 
difference." 
PATRICIA. 'Vhat difference 
 
DOCTOR. The difference between the things that are 
beautiful and the things that are there. That red 
lamp over my door isn't beautiful; but it's there. 
You might even come to be glad it is there, when the 
stars of gold and silver have faded. I am an old man 
now, but some men are still glad to find my red star. 
I do not say they are the wise men. 
PATRICIA. [SonIewhat affected.] Yes, I know you 
are good to everybody. But don't you think there 
may be floating and spiritual stars which will last 
longer than the red lamps 
 
SMITH. [With decision.] Yes. But they are fixed 
stars. 
DOCTOR. The red lamp will last my time. 
DUKE. Capital! Capital! Why, it's like Tenny- 
SOD. [Silerwe.] I remember when I was an under- 
grad . 


[The red light disappea1's, no one sees it atfirst 
except PATRICIA, wILD points excitedly. 
MORRIS. What's the matter? 
PAT. The red star is gone. 

rORRIS. Nonsense! [R1tshes to the garden doors. 
It's only somebody standing in front of it. Say, 
Duke, there's somebody standing in the garden. 
PATRICIA. [Calmly.] I told you he walked about 
the garden. 
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MORRIS. If it's that fortune-teller of yoúrs 
[Disappears into the gat'den, followed by the 
DOCTOR. 
DUKE. [ Staring.] Some bod y in the garden I 
Really, this Land Campaign . . . [Silence. 
[MORRIS reappears '}'athe'}' breathless. 
MORRIS. A spry fellow, your friend. He slipped 
through my hands like a shadow. 
PATRICIA. I told rou he ,vas a shadow. 

IORRIS. Well, I guess there's going to be a shadow 
hunt. Got a lantern, Duke 
 
PATRICIA. Oh, you need not trouble. He will come 
if I call him. 
[She goes out into the garden and calls oug 
some ha1f-chanted (tnd unintelligible words, 
sornewhat like the song preceding l
er 
entrance. The red light reappears,. and 
there is OJ slight sound as of fallen leaves 
shuffled by approaching feet. The cloaked 
STRANGER with the pointed hood is seen 
standing outside the garden doors. 
PATRICIA. You may enter all doors. 
[The figure comes into tlte rOO'ln. 

10RRIS. [Sh'lLtting the garden doo'ì.s behind hÙn.] 
No,v, see here, wizard, we've got you. And ,ve know 
you're a fraud. 
SMITH. [Quietly.] Pardon me, I do not fancy that 
we know that. For myself I must confess to some- 
thing of the. Doctor's agnosticism. 
MORRIS. [Excited, and tU'J'ning (tlrnost with a 
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snarl.] I didn't know you parsons stuck up for any 
fables but your own. 
SMITH. I stick up for the thing every man has a 
right to. Perhaps the only thing that every man has 
a right to. 
J\.IORRIS. And what is that? 
SMITH. The benefit of the doubt. Even your 
master, the petroleum millionaire, has a right to 
that. And I think he needs it more. 
l\IORRIS. I don't think there's much dou bt about the 
question, 
linister. I've met this sort of fel10w often 
enough-the sort of fellow who wheedles money out of 
girls by telling them he can make stones disappear. 
DOCTOR. [To the STRANGEU.] Do you say you can 
make stones disappear? 
STRANGER. Yes. I can make stones disappear. 
l\IORRIS. [Roughly.] I reckon you're the kind of 
tough who knows how to make a watch and chain 
disappear. 
STRANGER. Yes; I know how to make a watch and 
chain disappear. 
l\iORRIS. And I should think you were pretty good 
at disappearing yourself? 
STRANGER. I have done such a thing. 
l\[ORRIS. [With a sneer.] Will you disappear now? 
STRANGER. [Aftm. reflection.] No, I think I'll appear 
instead. [lIe th1"oWS baclc hislwod, showing the lW(td of 
an intellect
tal-looking 1nan, young but 'rather W01"n. 
Then he unf(lIstens his cloak (tnd th1'ow8 it off, ernm'ging 
in complete modern evening òres8. He advances down 
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the room towa-rds the DUKE, taking out his watch as he 
does so.] Good evening, your Grace. I'm afraid I'm 
rather too early for the performance. But this 
gentleman [with a gesture towards l\IoRRIS] seemed 
rather impatient for it to begin. 
DUKE. [Rather at a loss.] Oh, good evening. \Vhy, 
reaBy-are you the . . . 
 
STRANGER. [Bowing.] Yes. I am the conjurer. 
[Thm'e is ge'f!e'J'al laughter, except from 
PATRICIA. .As the others mingle in talk, 
the STRA...
G ER goes up to her. 
STRANGER. [Very sadly.] I am very sorry I am not 
a wizard. 
PATRICIA. I wish you were a thief instead. 
STRAKGER. Have I committed a worse crime than 
thieving 
 
PATRICIA. Yon have committed the cruellest crime, 
I think, that there is. 
STRANGER. And what is the cruellest crime? 
PATRICIA. Stealing a child's toy. 
STRANGER. And what have I stolen? 
PATRICIA. A fairy tale. 


CURTAIN 
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'l'he same roorn lighted rnore b1'illiantly an ho
tr latm' 
in tlte evening. On one side a table covered with 
packs of cards, pyrarnids, etc., at which tlte 
CONJURER in evening dress is standing quietly 
Betting out his tricks. A little more in the fore- 
ground the DUKE j and HASTINGS with a num,be'i' 
of p(
per8. 


HASTINGS. There are only a few small matters. 
Here are the programmes of the entertainment your 
Grace wanted. 1\'11'. Carleon wishes to see them very 
much. 
DUKE. Thanks, thanks. [Takes the progra'twìnes. 
HASTINGS. Shall I carry them for your Grace? 
DUKE. No, no; I shan't forget, I shan't forget. 
Why, you've no idea. how businesslike I am. We 
have to be, you know. [Vag'Ltely.] I know you're a 
bit of a Socialist; but I assure you there's a good 
deal to do-stake in the country, and all that. Look 
at remembering faces now! The ICing never forgets 
faces. [
V aves tlte p 4 0grarnmes abo
tt.] I never forget 
29 
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faces. [Oatches sight of the CONJURER and genially 
draws hÙn into the discussion.] 'Vhy, the Professor 
here ,vho performs before the ICing [puts down tl
 
p1.og1.a ' nunes ]-you see it on the caravans, you know 
-performs before the King almost every night, I 
suppose . . . 
CONJURER. [S1niling.] I sometimes let his l\Iajesty 
have an evening oft: And turn my attention, of 
course, to the very highest nobility. But naturally 
I have performed before every sovereign potentate, 
,vhite and black. There never was a conjurer who 
hadn't. 
DUKE. That's right, that's right! And you'll say 
with me that the great business for a King is 
remembering people? 
CONJURER. I should say it ,vas remembering which 
people to remember. 
DUKE. Well, weB, now . . . [Looks round 1"ather 
wildly for something.] Being really businesslike. . . 
HASTINGS. Shall I take the programmes for your 
Grace 
 
DUKE. [Picking the7ì
 up.] No, no, I shan't forget. 
Is there anything else? 
HASTINGS. I have to go down the village about the 
wire to Stratford. The only other thing at all 
urgent is the l\iilitant Vegetarians. 
DUKE. Ah! The l\Iilitant Vegetarians ! You've 
heard of them, I'm sure. ".,. on't obey the tlaw [to 
the CONJURE
] so long as the Government serves out 
meat. 
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CONJURER. Let them be comforted. There are a 
good many people who don't get much men,t. 
DUKE. "\Vell, well, I'm bound to say they're very 
enthusiastic. Advanced, too-oh, certainly advanced. 
Like Joan of Arc. 
[Short silence, in wltich the CONJURER stares 
at hi?n. 
CONJURER. Was Joan of Arc a Vegetarian 
 
DUKE. Oh, well, it's a very high ideal, after all. 
The Sacredness of Life, you know-the Sacredness 
of Life. [Shakes his head.] But they carry it too far. 
They killed a policeman down in Kent. 
CONJURER. Killed a policmnan? How Vegetarian! 
Well, I snppose it was, so long as they didn't eat 
him. 
HASTINGS. They are asking only for small sub- 
scriptions. Indeed, they prefer to collect a large 
number of half-crowns, to prove the popularity of 
their movement. But I should advise . . . 
DUKE. Ob, give them three shillings, then. 
IIASTINGS. If I might suggest . . . 
DUKE. Hang it all! We gave the Anti-Vegetarians 
three shillings. It seenlS only fair. 
HASTINGS. If I might suggest anything, I think 
your Grace will be wise Dot to subscribe in this case. 
The Anti- V ege
arians have already used their funds 
to form gangs ostensibly to protect their own 
meetings. And if the Vegetarians use theirs to 
break up the meetings-well, it will look rather 
funny that ,ve have paid roughs on both bides. It 
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will be rather difficult to explain 'v hen it comes before 
the magistrate. 
DUKE. But I shaH be the m:1gistr
te. [OONJURER 
sta)'es at hin
 again.] That's the system, my dear 
IIastings, that's the advantage of the system. Not a 
lo
ical system-no Rousseau in it-but see how well 
it works! I shall be the very best magistrate that 
could be on the Bench. The others "Tould be biassed, 
you know. Old Sir L1,wrence is a Vegetarian him- 
self; and might be hard on the Anti- Vegetarian 
roughs. Colonel Crasha\v would be sure to be hard 
on the Vegetarian roughs. But if I've paid both of 
'em, of course I shan't be hard on either of 'em-and 
there you have it. Just perfect impartiality. 
HASTINGS. [Restrainedly.] Shall I take the pro- 
grammes, your Grace? 
DUKE. [Heartily.] No, no; I won't forget 'em. 
[Exit HASTINGS.] WeB, Professor, what's the news in 
the conjuring world
 
CONJURER. I fear there is never any news in the 
conjuring world. 
DUKE. Don't you have a newspaper or something 
 
Everybody has a newspaper now, you know. The- 
er-Daily Sword-Swallower or that sort of thing 
 
CONJURER. No, I have been a journalist tnyself; 
but I think journalism and conjuring will always be 
incom pati ble. 
DUKE. Incompatible-Oh, but that's where I differ 
-that's,where I take larger views! Larger laws, as 
olJ Buffle said. Nothing's incOJnpcttible, you know- 
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except husband and wife and so on; you must talk to 

lorris about that. It's wonderfnl the way incom- 
patibility has gone forward in the States. 
CONJURER. I only mean that the two trades rest on 
opposite principles. The whole point of being a conjurer 
is that you won't explain a thing that has happened. 
DUKE. 'VeIl, and the journalist? 
COXJURER. 'VeIl, the whole point of being a 
journalist is that you do explain a thing that hasn't 
happened. 
DUKE. But you'll want somewhere to discuss the 
new tricks. 
CONJURER. There are no new tricks. And if there 
were we shouldn't ,vant 'em discussed. 
DUKE. I'm afraid you're not really advanced. Are 
you interested in modern progress? 
CONJURER. Yes. "\Ve are interested in all tricks 
done by iHusion. 
DUKE. Well, well, I must go and see how Morris 
is. Pleasure of seeing you later. 
[Exit DUKE, leaving the progra1n?nes. 
CONJURER. Why are nice men such asses? l Tu,rns to 
(trrange the table.] That seems all right. The pack of 
cards that is a pack of cards. And the pack of cards 
that isn't a pack of cards. The hat that looks like a. 
gentleman's hat. But which, in reality, is no gentle- 
man's hat. Only my hat; and I am not a geutleman. 
I am only a conjurer, and this is only a conjurer's 
hat. I could not take off this hat to a lady. I can 
take rabbits out of it, goldfish ou t of it, snakes out of 
c 
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it. Only I mustn't take my own head out of it. I 
suppose I'm a lower animal than a rabbit or a snake. 
Anyhow they can get out of the conjurer's hat; and 
I can't. I am a conjurer and nothing else but a 
conjurer. Unless I could show I was something 
else, and that would be worse. 
[He begins to clash the cards rather irregulærly 
about the table. Enter PATRICIA. 
PATRICIA. [Coldly.] I beg your pardon. I came to 
get some programnles. My uncle wants them. 
[She vJalks swiftly across and takes 'Ltp the 
program'Jnes. 
CONJURER. [Still dashing ca'rds about the table.] Miss 
Carleon, might I Rpeak to you a moment 
 [He 
Intis his hands in '
is lJockets, stares at the table; and 
Ids face assumes a s(t,rdonic expression.] The question 
is purely practical. 
PATRICIA. [Pausing at the door.] I can hardly 
imagine what the question can be. 
CONJURER. I am the question. 
PATRICIA. And what have I to do with that? 
COKJUllER. You have everything to do with it. I 
am the question: you . . . 
PATRICIA. [Angrily.] 'V en, ,vhat am I 
 
CONJURER. You are the answer. 
PATRICIA. The answer to what? 
CONJURER. [ConÛng 'J.onnd to tl
e front of the table 
and sitting against it.] The answer to me. You think 
I'm a liar because I walked about the fields with you 
a})d said I could make stones disappear. 'VeIl, 'So I 
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can. I'm a conjurer. In mere point of fact, it wasn't 
a lie. But if it had been a lie I should have told it just 
the same. I would bave told twenty such lies. You 
mayor may not know why. 
PATRICIA. I know nothing about such lies. 
[She puts Iter hand on the handle of tIle door, 
b'ltt the CONJURER, 'Who is sittin,q on the 
table and st((,ring (tt his boots, does not 
notice the acMon, and goes on a$ in a sincere 
8oliloq'lt y. 
CONJURER. I don't know ,vhether you have any 
notion of what it means to a man like me to talk to 
a lady like you, even on false pretences. I am an 
adventurer. I am a blackguard, if one can earn the 
title by being in all the blackguard societies of the 
world. I have thought everything out by myself, 
,vhen I was a guttersnipe in Fleet Street, or, lower 
still, a journalist in Fleet Street. Before I met you 
I never guessed that rich people ever thought at all. 
Well, that is all I have to say. We had some good 
conversations, didn't we 
 I am a liar. But I told 
you a great deal of the truth. 
[IIe tu'rns and resumes tlte arrangement of tlle 
table. 
PATRICIA. [Thinking. ] Yes, you did tell me a great 
deal of the truth. You told me hundreds anrl 
thousands of truths. But you never told me tho 
truth that one wants to know. 
CONJURER. And what is that? 
PATRICIA. [Tlwning back into tlte 
.oom.] You never 
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told nle the truth about yourself. You never told me 
you were only the conjurer. 
CONJURER. I did not tell you that because I do not 
even know it. I do not know whether I am only the 
con] urer . . . 
PATRICIA. \Vhat do you mean 
 
CONJURER. Sometimes I am afraid I am something 
,vorse than the conjurer. 
PATRICIA. [Seriously.] I cannot think of an)"thing 
worse than a conjurer who does not call himself a 
conjurer. 
COXJURER. [Glooutily.] There is something worse. 
[Rallying hi'lnselfJ But that is not what I ,vant to 
R3.Y. Do you really find that very unpardonable 
 
Come, let me put you a case. N ever mind about 
whether it is our case. A man spends his tin1e 
incessantly in going about in third-class carriages to 
fifth-rate lodgings. He has to make up new tricks, 
new patter, new nonsense, sometimes every night of 
his life. Mostly he has to do it in the beastly black 
cities of the l\lidlands and the North, where he can't 
get out into the country. N ow and again he does it 
at some gentleman's country-house, where he can get 
out into the country. \VelI, you know that actors 
and orators and all sorts of people like to rehearse 
their effects in the open air if they can. [ SnÛles.] Yon 
know that story of the great statesman who was heard 
by his own gardener saying, as he paced the garden, 
"Hnd I, 1\11'. Speaker: received the smallest intima- 
tion that I coul(l Le called upou to speak thii 



ACT II 


)IAGIC 


37 


evening " [PATRICIA cont'rols a s,nile, and he yo
s 
on with oL'erwhellllJing enthusiasm. 1 'VeIl, conj ural':-; 
are just the same. It takes some time to prepare an 
impromptu. A man like that walks about the woods 
and fields doing all his tricks beforehand, and talking 
all sorts of gibberish because he thinks he is alone. 
One evening this man found he was not alone. He 
found a very beautiful child was watching him. 
PATRICIA. A child t
 
CO
JURER. Yes. That was his first impression. 
lIe is an intima.te friend of mine. I have known hinl 
all my life. He tells me he has since discovered she 
is not a child. She does not fulfil the definition. 
PATRICIA. 'Vhat is the definition of a child? 
CONJURER. Somebody you can play with. 
PATRICIA. [.A.bl"'ltptly.] Why did you wear that 
cloak with the hood up? 
CONJURER. [Smiling.] I think it escaped your notice 
that it was raining. 
PATRICIA. [Smiling fitintly.] And what did this 
friend of yours do? 
CONJURER, You have already told me what he did. 
lie destroyed a fairy tale, for he created a fairy tale 
that he was bound to destroy. [Swinging round 
suddenly on the table.] But do yon blame a man 
very much, l\Iiss Carleon, if he enjoyed the only 
fairy tale he had had in his life? Suppose he said 
the silly circles he was drawing for practice were 
really magic circles? Suppose he said the bosh he 
was talking was the language of the elves 
 Remem- 
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bel", he has read fairy tales as much as you have. 
Fairy tales are the only democratic institutions. All 
the classes have heard all the fairy tales. Do you 
blame him very much if he, too, tried to have a 
holiday in fairyland 
 
PATRICIA. [Sirnply.] I blame him less than I did. 
But I still say there can be nothing worse than false 
magic. And, after all, it was he who brought the 
false mngic. 
CONJURER. [Rising fi.orn his seat.] Yes. It was 
sho who brought the real magic. 
[Enter MORRIS, in evening-tires8. He walks 
8traight 
tl) to tlM conj'lt1"ing-table,. and 
picks up one article after ctnotlter, putting 
each down-with a comrnent. 


1YIORRIS. I know that one. I know that. I know 
that. Let's see, that's the false bottom, I think. 
That works with a wire. I know that; it goes up 
the sleeve. That's the false bottom again. That's 
the substituted pack of cards-that . . . 
PATRICIA. Really, lVlorris, you mu::;tn't talk as if 
you knew everything. 
CONJURER. Oh, I don't mind anyone knowing 
everything, Miss Carleon. There is something that 
is much more important than knowing how a thing is 
done. 
l\10RRIS. And ,vhat's that 
 
CONJURER. Knowing how to do it. 
l\IORRIS. [Becorning nosal again in (tnger.] That's so, 
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eh? Being the high-toned conjurer because you 
can't any longer take all the sidewalk as a fairy. 
PATRICIA. [Crossing the 'l"oorn and speaking serio'lJJsly 
to her b'l'other.] Really, Morris, you are very rude. 
And it's quite ridiculous to be rude. This gentleman 
was only practising some tricks by himself in the 
garden. [JVith a certain dignity.] If there was any 
mistake, it was mine. Come, shake hands, or whatever 
men do when they apologize. Don't be silly. He 
won't turn you into a bowl of goldfish. 

IORRIS. [Reluctantly.] Well, I guess that's so. 
[QfJering his hand.] Shake. [They shake hands.] And 
you won't turn me into a bowl of goldfish anyhow, 
Professor. I understand that when you do produce 
a bowl of goldfish, they are generally slips of carrot. 
That is so, Professor? 
CONJURER. [ Sl
a11Jly.] Yes. [Produces a bowl of 
goldfish froU'/; his tail pockets and holds it 
tnder the 
other's nose.] Judge for yourself. 
1\IORRIS. [In monstrous excite1ì
ent.] Very good! 
Very good! But I know how that's done-I know 
how that's done. You have an india-rubber cap, 
you know, or cover . . . 
CONJURER. Yes. 
[Goes back gloomily to his table and sits on it, 
picking 'Ltp a pack of cards and balancing 
it in his hand. 

[ORRIS. Ah, most mysteries are tolerably plain if 
you know the apparatus. [Ente'l' DOCTOR and S:YITH, 
talking with grccve faces, but !J'l.o'Wing silent as they 
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'reach the g1"OVp.] I guess I wish we had all the old 
apparatus of all the old Priests and Prophets since 
the beginning of the world. I guess most of the old 
miracles and that were a matter of just panel and 
wires. 
CONJURER. I don't quite "understand you. 'Vhat 
old apparatus do you want so Inuch 
 

IORRIS. [Breaking out with all the frenzy of tla3 
young free-thinker.] "\Vell, sir, I just want that old 
apparatus that turned rods into snakes. I want 
those smart appliances, sir, that brought ,vater out of 
a rock when old man Moses chose to hit it. I guess 
it's a pity we've lost the machinery. I would like to 
have those old conjurers here that called themselves 
Patriarchs and Prophets in your precious Bible . 
PATRICIA. Morris, you mustn't talk like that. 

IORRIS. Well, I don't believe in religion . . . 
DOCTOR. [.Aside.] Hush, hush. Nobody but women 
believe in religion. 
PATRICIA. [Humorously.] I think this is a fitting 
opportunity to show you another ancient conjuring 
trick. 
DOCTOR. Which one is that 
 
PATRICIA. The Vanishing Lady! [Exit PATRICIA. 
SMITH. There is one part of their old apparatus I 
regret especia.lly being lost. 
IVloRRIS. [Still excited. ] Yes! 
SMITH. The apparatus for writing the Book of Job. 
MORRIS.. 'Yell, well, they didn't know everything 
in those olJ times. 
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SMITH. No, and in those old times they knew they 
didn't. [D1.eamily.] Where öhall wisdom be found, 
and what is the place of understanding? 
CONJURER. Somewhere in America, I believe. 
S:\lITH. [Still drea1nily.] l\Ian knoweth not the price 
thereof; neither is it found in the land of the living. 
The deep sayeth it is not in me, the sea sayeth it iB 
not with me. Death and destruction say we have 
heard tell of it. God understandeth the way thereof 
and He knoweth the place thereof. :For He looketh 
to the ends of the earth and seeth under the whole 
Heaven. But to man He hath said: Behold the fear 
of the Lord that is wisdom, and to depart from evil 
is understanding. [Tu1'ns suddenly to the DOCTOR.l 
How's that for Agnosticism, Dr. Grimthorpe? 'V hat 
a pity that apparatus is lost. 
l\IORRIS. Well, you may just smile how you choose, 
I reckon. But I say the conjurer here could be the 
biggest man in the big blessed centuries if he could 
just show us how the IIoly old tricks were done. 
'Ve must say this for old man 1\loses, that he was in 
advance of his time. 'Vhen he did the old tricks they 
were new tricks. He got the pun on the public. He 
could do his tricks before grown men, great bearded 
fighting men who could win battles and sing Psalms. 
But this modern conjuring is all behind the tÏ1nes. 
That's why they only do it with schoolboys. There 
isn't a trick on that table I don't know. The whole 
trade's as dead as mutton; and not half so satisfying. 
'Yhy he [pointing to the COKJURER] brought out a 
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bowl of goldfish just no,v-an old trick that anybody 
could do. 
CONJURER. Oh, I quite agree. The apparatus is 
perfeotly simple. By the way, let me have a look at 
those goldfish of yours, will you? 
1\10RRIS. [Angrily.] I'm not a paid play-actor come 
here to conjure. I'm not here to do stale tricks; I'm 
here to see through 'em. I say it's an old trick 
and . . . 
CONJURER. True. But as you said, we never show 
it except to schoolboys. 
MORRIS. And may I ask you, Professor IIocus 
Pocus, or whatever your name is, whom you are 
calling a schoolboy? 
CONJURER. I beg your pardon. Your sister will 
tell you I am sometimes mistaken about children. 

IORRIS. I forbid you to appeal to my sister. 
CONJURER. That is exactly what a schoolboy would 
do. 
MORRIS. [JVith abt)"
tpt and dangerous calm.] I am 
not a schoolboy, Professor. I am a quiet business 
man. But I tell you in the country I come from, 
the hand of a quiet business man goes to his hip 
pocket at an insult like that. 
CONJURER. [Fiercely.] Let it go to his pocket! I 
thought the hand of a quiet business man more often 
went to someone else's pocket. 
l\10RRIS. You . . . 
[Puts his hand to his hip. The DOCTOR puts 
his hctnd on hi8 shoulder. 
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DOCTOR. Geutlen1en, I think you are both for- 
getting yourselves. 
COYJURER. Perhaps. [His tone sinks s
tlldenly to 
weariness.] I ask pardon for what I said. It was 
certainly in excess of the young gentleman's deserts. 
[ Sighs.] I sometimes rather ,vish I could forget 
myself . 
MORRIS. [Sullenly, afte'J" a p(
1
se.] vVell, the enter- 
tainment's coming on; and you English don't like 
a scene. I reckon I'll have to bury the blamed old 
hatchet too. 
DOCTOR. (1Vith (t certain dignity, lâs soC"Ïal type 
shining through his profession.] 1\'11'. Cadeon, you 
will forgive an old man, who knew your father weB, 
if he doubts whether you are doing yourself justice 
in treating yourself as an American Indian, merely 
because you have lived in America. In my old 
friend Huxley's time we of the Iniddle classes dis- 
believed in reason and all Horts of things. But we 
did believe in good manners. It is a pity if the 
aristocracy can't. I don't like to hear you say you 
are a savage and have buried a tomahawk. I ,vould 
rather hear you say, as your Irish ancestors would 
have said, that you have sheathed your sword with 
the dignity proper to a gentleman. 
l\lORRIS. Very well. I've sheathed my sword with 
the dignity proper to a gentlenlan. 
CONJURER. And I have sheathed my sword with the 
dignity proper to a conjurer. 
l\IORRIS. How does the conjurer sheath a sword? 
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COXJURER. Swallows it. 
DOCTOR. Then we all agree there shall be no quarrel. 
SrrIITH. J\iay I say a word? I have a great dislike 
of a quarrel, for a reason quite beyond my duty to 
my cloth. 
}IORRIS. And what is that? 
SMITH. I object to a quarrel because it always 
interrupts an argument. May I bring you back for 
a moment to the argument? You ,vere saying that 
these modern conjuring tricks are simply the old 
miracles when they have once been found out. But 

urely another view is possible. When we speak of 
things being sham, we generally mean that they are 
inlitations of things that are genuine. Take that 
Reynolds over there of the Duke's great-grand- 
father. [Points to (fJ IJicture on the wall.] If I were to 
say it was a copy. . . 
l\IORItIS. 'Val, the Duke's real amiable; but I 
reckon you'd find what you call the interruption of an 
argument. 
SMITH. 'VeIl, suppose I did say so, you wouldn't 
take it as meaning that Sir Joshua Reynolds never 
lived. 'Vhy should shaIn miracles prove to us that 
real Saints and Prophets never lived. There may 
be sham magic and real magic also. 
[The CONJURER 'raises his head and listens u.:ith 
a str((;nge air of intentness. 
SMITH. There may be turnip ghosts precisely 
because there are real ghosts. There may be 
t.heat1'Íeal fairies preci::sely becau
e there are real 
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fairies. You do not abolish the Bank of England 
by pointing to a forged bank-note. 
l\IORRIS. I hope the Professor enjoys being called 
a forged bank-note. 
CO
JURER. Almost as much as being caned the 
Prospectus of some American Companies. 
DOCTOR. Gentlemen! Gentlemen! 
CONJt"RER. I am sorry. 
l\IORRIS. WaI, let's have the argument first, then 
I gness we can have the quarrel afterwards. I'll 
clean this house of some encumbrances. See here, 
1\11'. Smith, I'm not putting anything on your real 
mil'acle notion. I say, and Science says, that there's 
a cause for everything. Science will find out that 
cause, and sooner or later your old miracle win look 
n1ighty mean. Sooner or later Science will botanize 
a bit on your turnip ghosts; and make you look 
turnips J ourselves for having taken any. I say . . . 
DOCTOR. [In a low 'Voice to SMITH.] I don't like this 
peaceful argument of yours. The boy is getting 
much too excited. 

IORRIS. Yon say old man Reynolds lived; and 
Science don't say no. [He turns excitedly to the pictu1.e.] 
But I guess he's dead now; and you'll no more rai
e 
your Saints and Prophets from the dead than you'll 
raise the Duke's great-grandfather to dance on that 
wall. 
[The pictu1.e begins to sway Blightly to and fro 
on the 'lcall. 
DOCTOR. 'Yhy, the picture is moving! 
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l\IORRIS. [TU1"ning fU1"io
lsly on the CONJUHER.] You 
were in the room before us. Do you reckon that 
,viII take us in ? You can do all that ,vith ,vires. 
CONJURER. [J.1fotionless and without looking 'tljJ frorn 
the table.] Yes, I could do all that with wires. 
MORRIS. And you reckoned I shouldn't know. 
[Laughs with a high crowing lctugh.] That's how the 
derned dirty Spiritualists do all their tricks. They 
say they can luake the furniture move of itself. If 
it does luove they move it; and we mean to know 
how. [A cllair falls ove1. 'tvith a slight c1"asll. 
[l\IORRIS alrnost staggers and 'lnornentarily figlds 
for breath and words. 
l\IoRRIS. You. . . why . . . that . . . everyone 
knøws that . . . a sliding plank. It can be done with 
a sliding plank. 
CONJURER. [Without looking 'ltp.] Yes. It can be 
done with a sliding plank. 
L The DOCTOR d1"aws nea7"er to l\IORRIS, wlw 
faces abo
lt, addres,ing hi'l1
 passionately. 
MORRIS. You were right on the spot, Doc, when 
you talked about that red lamp of yours. That red 
lan1p is the light of science t,hat will put out all the 
lanterns of y'our turnip ghosts. It's a consuming fire, 
Doctor, but it is the red light of the morning. [Points 
at it in exalted enth
lsias1ìl.] Your priests can no more 
stop that light from shining or change its colour and 
its radiance than Joshua could stop the sun and moon. 
[ Laughs sCl1xlgely.] 'Vhy, a real fairy in an elfin clo3.k 
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strayed too near the lamp an hour or two ago; and it 
turned him into a common society clown with a white 
tie. 
[The lantp at tlbe end of the garden tU/fflS blue. 
They all look at it in silence. 
l\IORRIS. [Splitting the silence on a high unnatural 
note.] Wait a bit! \Vait a bit! I've got you! I'll 
have you! . . . [He strides 'Wildly up and down the room, 
biting '
i8 finger.] You put a wire . . . no, that can't 
be it . . . 
DOCTOR. [Speaking to hi'f)
 soothingly.] \Vell, welJ, 
just at this moment we need not inquire. . . 
ThIORRIS. [Turning on hirn furiously.] You can 
yourself a man of science, and you dare to tell me not 
to inquire ! 
SMITH. We only mean that for the moment JOu 
might let it alone. 
MORRIS. [Violently.] No. Priest, I will not Jet it 
alone. [Pacing the room again.] Could it be done 
with mirrors 
 [He clasps his brow. ] You bave a 
Inirror . . . [Suddenly, with a shout.] I've got it.! 
I've got it! 
Iixtnre of lights! Why not? If 
you throw a green light on a red light. . . . 
[Sudden silence. 
SMITH. [Quietly to the DOCTOR.] You don't get blue. 
DOCTOR. [Stepping across to the CONJURER.] If yon 
have done this trick, for God's sake undo it. 
[After a silence, the light tfurns reel again. 
l\IORRIS. [Dashing suddenly to the gla8s dOOTC and 
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exarnining thent.] It's the glctss! Y ou\.e been doing 
something to the glass! 
[lIe stops suddenly and thm.e is ((; long silence. 
CO
JURER. [Still wit/tOut m,oving.] I don't t.hink 
you will find anything wrong with the glass. 
1\IORRIS. [Bu/J"sting open the glass doors with ((; crash.] 
Then I'll find out what's wrong with the ]alnp. 
[Disappec(;)"s into the ga?ylell. 
DOCTOR. It is still a wet night, I am afraid. 
SMITH. Yes. And somebody 
lse will be ,vander- 
ing about the garden now. 
[Through the broken gl((;ss doO'J's 
IORRIS can be 
seen ?na'ì'chinJ backwards attd fO'J'wardø 
witlt swiftm' and swifter steps. 
SMITH. I suppose in this case the Celtic twilight 
will not get on the chest. 
DOCTOR. Oh, if it were only the chest! 
Ente'J' PATRICIA. 
PATRICIA. Where is my brother? 
[Thel"6 is an ernba1Tassed 8ilence, in which tlte 
CONJURER ansu'ers. 
CONJCRER. I am afraid he is walking about in 
Fairy land. 
PATRICIA. But he mustr.1't go out on a night like 
this; it's yery dangerous! 
CO
JLRER. Yes, it is very dangerou
. lie lllight 
meet a fairy. 
PATRICIA. 'Yhat do you mean? 
COXJURER. You went out in thii 1I01t of weathel 
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and you met this sort of fairy, and 
o far it has only 
brought you S01'IOW. 
PATRICIA. I am going out to find my brother. 
[She goes out into the g(trden tit-rough the open 
doors. 
S:U:ITH. [Alte?" a silence, Ve1"y suddenly.] 'Yhat is 
that noise 
 She is not singing those songs to him, i:5 
she? 
CO
JUnER. No. He does not understand the lan- 
gnage of the elves. 
S
IITH. But what are all those cries and gasps I 
heal' ? 
COXJURER. The normal noises, I believe, of a quiet 
business man. 
DOCTOR. Sir, I can understand 'your being bitter, 
for I admit you have been uncivilly received; but to 
speak like that just no\v . . . 
[PATRICIA reappea'rs at the garden doors, ve'ì'Y 
pede. 
PATRICIA. Can I speak to the Doctor 
 
DOCTOR. 1\ly dear lady, certainly. Shall I fetch 
the Duke? 
PATRICIA. I would prefer the Doctor. 
SMITH. Can I be of any use? 
PATRICIA. I only want the Doctor. 
[She goe8 out aga,in, followed by DR. GRBI- 
THORPE. The oOters look at each othme. 
Sl\IITn. [Qulietly.] That last was a wonderful trick 
of yours. 
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CONJURER. Thank you. I suppose you mean it 
was the only one you didn't see through. 
Sl\IITH. Something of the kind, I confess. Your 
last trick was the best trick I have ever seen. It 
i8 so good that I wish you had not done it. 
CONJURER. And so do I. 
SMITH. How do you mean? Do you wish you had 
never been a conjurer 
 
CONJURED. I wish I had never been born. 
[Exit CONJURER. 
[.A silence. The DOCTOR enters, very gr(t
'e. 
DOCTOR. It is all right so far. "\Ve have brought 
him back. 
SMITH. [Drawing nea'p to hi'iì
. ] You told me there 
was luental trouble with the girl. 
DOCTOR. [Looking at hÏ'Jn steadily.] No. I told you 
there was mental trouble in the family. 
Sl\IITll. [After a silence.] 'Vhere is 
ir. 1Iorris 
Carleon ? 
DOCTOR. I have got hinl into bed in the next room. 
Ilis sister is looking after him. 
SMITH. His sister! Oh, then do you believe in 
fairies 
 
DOCTOR. Believe in fairies? "\Vhat do you mean? 
SMITH. At least you put the person who does 
believe in them in charge of the person who doesn't. 
DOCTOR. 'Yell, I suppose I do. 
S:\IITII. You don't think she'll keep him awake all 
night with fairy tales? 
DOCTOR. Certainly not. 
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8:\111'11. You don't think she'll throw the D1edicine- 
bottle out of window and administer-ol'-a dew- 
drop, 01' anything of that sort? Or a four-leaved 
clover, say? 
DOCTOR. No; of course not. 
SMITII. I only ask because you scientific mon are 
a little hard on us clergymen. You don't believe in 
a priesthood; but you'll admit I'm more really a 
priest than this conjurer is really a magician. 
Y.ou've boen talking a lot about the Bible and tho 
IIigher Criticism. But even by the I-ligher Criticism 
the Bible is older than the language of the elves- 
which was, as far as I can make out, invented this 
afternooll. But 
Iiss Carleon believed in the wizarù. 

Iiss Carleon believed in the language of the elvc
. 
And you put her in charge of an invalid without a 
flicker of doubt: because you trust women. 
DOC'fOR. [Very seriously.] Yes, I trust women. 
SMITH. Yon trust a woman with the practical 
issues of life and death, through sleepless hours when 
a shaki ng hand or an extra grain would kill. 
DOCTOR. Yes. 
S1rITH. But if the woman gets np to go to early 
service at my church, you call her weak-minded and 
say that nobody but women can believe in religion. 
DOCTOR. I should never call this woman ,veak- 
minded-no, by God, not even if she went to 
church. 
S:\IlTIJ. Yet there are Hlany t'\I:) st.rong-nlillded who 
believe passionately in going to church. 
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DOCTOR, Weren't there as Inany who beHaved 
passionately in Apollo 
 
S:
UTH. And what harm came of believing in 
Apollo? And what a mass of harm may have come 
of not believing in Apollo? Does it never strike you 
that doubt can be a madness, as well be faith? That 
a
king questions may be a disease, as well as pro- 
claiming doctrines ? You talk of religious mania! Is 
there no such thing as irreligious mania? Is there no 
such thing in the house at this moment? 
DOCTOR. Then you think no one should question at 
an. 
SMITH. [With passion, pointing to tAe next roo'ln.] I 
think that is what comes of questioning! 'Vhy can't 
you leave the universe alone and let it mean what it 
likes 
 \Vhy shouldn't the thunder be Jupiter? 
l\Iore men have made themselves silly by ,yondering 
what the devil it was if it wasn't Jupiter. 
DOCTOR. [Looking at him.] ])0 you believe in your 
own religion? 
SMITH. [Returning the look e'1'ltally steadily.] Sup- 
pose I don't: I should still be a fool to question it. 
The child who doubts about Santa Claus has insomnia. 
The child who believes has a good night's rebt. 
DOCTOR. You are a Pragmatist. 
Enter D"GKE, absent-mindedly. 
S)-I1TH. That is what the lawyers call vulgar abuse. 
But I do appeal to practise. IIere is a family over 
which you "teU me a mental calamity hovers. II ere 
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is the boy who questions everything and a girl who 
can believe anything. Upon which has the curse 
fallen 
 
DUKE. Talking about the Pragmatists. I'm glad 
to hear . . . Ah, very forward movement! I sup- 
pose Roosevelt no, v . . . [ Silence.] "\VelI, 've move 
you know, we move! First there was the l\1issing 
Liuk. [Silence. ] No! First there was Protoplasm- 
and then there was the :.Mjssing Link; and l\lagna 
Carta and so on. [Silence.] 'Vhy, look at the Insur- 
ance Act! 
DOCTOR. I would rather not. 
DUKE. [TVagging a playful finge'J' at kiln.] Ah, pre- 
judice, prejudice ! You doctors, you know! "\VeIl, 
I never had any myself. [Silence. 
DocTon. [Breaking the silence in unztsual ex{(;spera- 
tion.] Any what? 
DUKE. [Fl:rmly. ] Never had any 1tlarconis my- 
self. \Vouldn't touch 'em. [Silence.] 'Ven, I must 
speak to Hastings. [Þ)xit DUKE, aÙnlessly. 
DOCTOR. [Exploding.] Well, of all the. . . [l''ltrns 
to SMITH.] You asked me just now which D1ember of 
the family had inherited the family madness. 
SMITH. Yes; I diù. 
DOCTOR. [In a low, emphatic 'Voice.] On my living 
soul, I believe it must be the Duke. 
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ROO1n partly darkened, a table with a la/Jnp on it, (I,nd 
an empty cltai'J'. Front ,}"OO'JJ
 next door felint and 
occasional sounds of the tossing or talking of tlte 
invalid. 


Enter DOCTOR GRUITHORPE with (t rathe'1' careworn (tir, 
and (Ii medicine bottle in ltis Iland. lIe puts it on 
tl
e tctble, ancl sits down in the chai'Jo as if keeping a 
vigil. 


Eltter CO
JUREn, c((/J'J"ying h,is bay, and clo(J,ked fo,. 
depa'J't'llre. As he m"osses the 'J"OO1n tlte DOC'fOR 
rises ancl c(tlls afte'J' him. 


DOCTOR. Forgive me, but may I detain you for one 
moment 
 I suppose you are aware that-[he hesi- 
tlttes] that there have been rather gri.\.ve developments 
in the case of illness \vhich happened after your per- 
formance. I would not say, of COUl'se, because of 
your performance. 
UON.JURER. Thank you. 
DOCTOR. [Sliyhtly e'J1,coltraged, but speaJdng very 
55 
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c{u'efully.] Nevertheless, mental excitement is neces- 
sarily an element of importance in physiological 
troubles, and your triumphs t.his evening ,vere really 
so extraordinary that I cannot pretend to dismiss 
them from my patient's case. He is fit preRent in a 
state somewhat analogous to delirium, but in which 
he can still partially ask and answer questions. The 
question he continually asks is ho,v you managed to 
do your last trick. 
CONJURER. Ah! l\Iy last trick! 
DOCTOR. Now I was wondering whether we could 
make any arrangement which would be fair to you in 
the matter. 'V ould it be possible for you to give me 
in confidence the means of satisfying this-this fixed 
iùea he seems to have got. [lIe llesitates ag(tin, and 
piclc8 his wo'/"[ls nW1'e slowly.] This special condition of 
semi-delirious disputation is a rare one, and con- 
nected in my experience with rather unfortunate 
cases. 
COYJURER. [Looking at him steadily.] Do you Inean 
he is going mad? 
DOCTOR. [Rather taken aback for the fi1'st time.] 
Really, you ask me an unfair question. I could not 
explain the fine shades of these things to a layman. 
And even if-if what you sug
est were so, I should 
have to regard it as a professional secret. 
CONJURER. [Still looking at lâm,.] And don't you 
think you ask me a rather unf:tir question, Dr. 
Grimthorpe 
 If youra is a professional secret, is not 
wine a pro'fessioual se,'ret too? If Y9 U may hide 
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truth fl'Oln the world, why ma.y not I? You don't 
tell your tricks. I don't tell my tricks. 
DOCTOR. [TV-l'th Borne lwat.] Ours are not tricks. 
CONJURER. [Bejlectively.] Ah, no one can be sure of 
that till the tricks are told. 
DOCTOR. But the public can f-;oe a doctor's cures as 
plain as . . . 
UO
JURER. Yes. As plain as they saw the red lan1p 
ovcr hi:;; door tllis evening. 
DOCTOR. [After a pause. ] Your secret, of COHrse, 
,V'ould be strictly kept by everyone involved. 
COXJURER. Oh, of course. People in delirium 
al ways keep secrets strictly. 
DOCTOR. Noone sees the patient but his sister and 
Iny:::;elf. 
COXJURER. [Starts sliylttly.] Yes, his sister. Is she 
very anxious? 
DOCTOR. [In a lowe'ì' voice.] \Vhat would yon 
suppose? 
[COXJURER tkrows lâm.self into tILe chaÚ., ltis 
cloak sUpping bac/
 f'J1om ltis evening dress. 
He ')'ltminates fO'1" a short space a'tul tl,en 
spe((;ks. 
COXJURER. Doctor, there are about a thousand 
reasons why I f\hould not tell you how I really did 
that trick. But one will suffice, because it is the 
most practical of alL 
DOCTOR. \Vell? Ana why 
houlùn't you tell me 
 
CONJUItER. Because you wouldn't believe nle if I 
did. 
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[
1 silence, the DOCTOR looking at hi11
 cll'J"io
tslJJ. 
[Enter the DUKE with papers in his hand. 
His uS'ltal gaiety of manner lLas a rather 
forced air, owing to the fact that by SOl1le 
vague sick-roo 'In associations he walks as if 
on tip-toe and begins to speak in a so'rt of 
loud or sll,rill whisper. This he fortunately 
forgets ((/nd falls into his 'more nat
(;ral 'Voice. 
DUKE. [To CONJURER.] So very kind of you to have 
waited, Professor. I expect Dr. Grimthorpe has 
explained the little difficulty we are in much better 
than I could. Nothing like the medical mind for a 
scientific statement. [[lazily.] Look a.t Ibsen. 
[Sile'lUJe. 
DOCTOR. Of course the Professor feels considerable 
reluctance in the matter. He points out that his 
secrets are an essential part of his profession. 
DUKE. Of course, of course. Tricks of the trade, 
eh 
 Very proper, of course. Quite a case of noblesse 
oblige. [Silence.] But I dare say we shall be able to 
find a way out of the matter. [He t'lwns to the Cox- 
JURER.] No,v, my dear sir, I hope you ,vill not be 
offended if I say that this ought to be a bnsiness 
matter. 'Ve are asking you for a piece of your pro- 
fessional work and knowledge, and if I may have the 
pleasure of writing you a cheque . . . 
CONJURER. I thank your Grace, I have already 
received my. cheque from your secretary. You will 
find it on the counterfoil just after the cheque you 
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so kindly gave to the Society for the Suppression of 
Conjuring. 
DUKE. Now I don't want you to take it in that 
wa.y. I want you to take it in a broader \vay. 
Free, you know. [ rrith an e;-rpansive gesture.] 
Iodern 
and aU that! 'V onderfulluan, Bernard Shaw! 
[ Silence. 
DOCTOR. [Trith a sligltt cough, ?'es'wì1ting.] If you 
feel any delicacy the payment need not be made 
merely to you. I quite respect your feelings in the 
matter. 
DUKE. [App1.ovingly.J Quite so, quite so. Haven't 
yon got a Cause or something? Everybody has :t 
canse now, you know. Conjurers' widows or son1e- 
thing of that kind. 
COXJURER. [With ?'est7.aint.] No; I have no widows. 
DUKE. Then something like a pension or annuity 
for any widows you may-er-procure. [Gaily 
opening ltis cheque-book and talking 8htng to slww 
there is no ill-feeling.] Come, let me call it a couple 
of thou. 
[Tlte COXJURER lalces the cheque and looks at 
it in, a g'lYlVe and doubtful way, As Jte 
does 80 the IlECTOR C01Jtes slowly imto tlte 
room. 
CONJURER. You would really be willing to pay a 
sum like this to know the way I did that trick 
 
DUKE. I would willingly pay much more. 
DOCTOR. I think I eXplained to you that the case 
is serious. 
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COXJURER. [i
I01'e and 'Jno're thoughtful.] You would 
pay much more . . . [Suddenly.] But snppose I tell 
you the secret and you find there's nothing in it? 
DOCTOR. You mean that it's really quite simple? 
Why, I should say that that would be the best thing 
that could possibly happen. A little healthy laughter 
is the best possible thing for convalescence. 
CONJURER. [Still looking gloomily at the clteque.] 
I do not think you win laugh. 
DUKE. [Reasoning genially.] Rut as you sar it is 
something quite simple. 
CONJURER. It is the simplest thing there is in the 
world. That is why you will not laugh. 
DOCTOR. [Al1no8t ner'l.'o'Usly.] 'Vhy, what do you 
mean? "\Vhat shall we do ? 
CONJURER. [Gl'avely.] You will disbelieve it. 
DOCTOR. And why 
 
CONJURER. Because it i
 so simple. [He springs sud- 
denly to his feet, the cheque still in ltiB hand.] You ask 
n1e how I really did the last trick. I will tell you 
how I did the last trick. I did it by magic. 
[The DUKE and DOCTOR stare at hÜn motion- 
less 7' but the REV. SMITH starts nnd t(,kel 
((, step nearer the table. The CONJU.RER 
pulls his cloak 'round ltis shoulde'J's. This 
gestu,re, as of depal.tul.e, brings tlte DOCTOR 
to kis feet. 
DOCTOR. [.Astonished an(l angry.] Do you really 
luean that y.ou ta,ke the cheque and then teU us it was 
only magic? 
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CONJURER. [Pulling the cheque to pieces.] I tear the 
cheque, and I tell you it ,vas only magic. 
DOCTOR. [JVith violent since'ì
ity.] But hang it all, 
there's no such thing. 
CONJURER. Yes there is. I wish to God I did not 
know that there is. 
DUKE. [Rising also.] 'Vhy, really, magic . . . 
CONJURER. [Conternptltously. ] Yes, your Grace, one 
of those larger laws rou were telling us about. 
[He buttons his cloak up at his throat and takes 
up his bag. .As he does sO the REV. SMITH 
steps between him and the door and stops 
hirn for a moment. 
SMITH. [In a low voice.] One moment, sir. 
CONJURER. 'Vhat do you want 
 
Sl\UTH. I want to apologize to you. I mean on 
behalf of the company. I think it was wrong to offer 
you money. I think it was Inore wrong to mystify 
you with medical language and call the thing deliroium. 
I have more respect for conjurer's patter than for 
doctor's patter. They are both meant to stupify; but 
yours only to stupify for a moment. Now I put it to 
you in plain words and on plain human Christian 
grounds. Here is a poor boy who may be going Inad. 
Suppose you had a son in such a position, would you 
not expect people to tell you the whole truth if it 
could heJp you? 
CONJURER. Yes. And I have told you the whole 
truth. Go and find out if it helps you. 
[Turns again to go, but rnore Ï1'1
e80l1.ttely, 
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Sl\IITH. You know quite well it will not help U8. 
CONJURER. 'Vhy not 
 
SMITH. You know quite well why not. You are an 
honest man; and you have said it yourself. Because 
he would not believe it. 
CONJURER. [With a so'/"t of fwry.] Well, does anybody 
believe i t 
 Do you believe it 
 
SMITH. [With great restraint. ] Your question is 
quite fair. Come, let us sit down and talk about it. 
Let me take your cloak. 
CONJURER. I will take oft' my cloak when you take 
off your coat. 
SMrrH. [Sntiling.] 'Vhy? Do you want me to fight? 
CONJURER. [Violently.] I want you to be martyred. 
I want you to be(tr witness to your own creed. I say 
these things are supernatural. I say this was done 
by a spirit. The doctor does not believe me. He is 
an agnostic; and he knows everything. The Duke 
does not believe me; he cannot believe anything EO 
plain as a miracle. But what the devil are you for, if 
you don't believe in a miracle? \Vhat does your coat 
mean, if it doesn't mean that there is such a thing as 
the supernatural 
 'Vhat does your cursed collar 
mean if it doesn't mean that there is such a thing as 
a spirit 
 [Exasperated.] Why the devil do you dress 
up like that if you don't believe in it? [JVith violence.] 
Or perhaps you don't believe in devils? 
SMITH. I believe . . . [Altm" CG pause.] I wish I 
could believe. 
CO:NJURER. Yes. I wish I conJd disbe1ieve. 
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[E,tter PATRICIA pale and in the slight négligée 
of the arnateur n'ltrse. 
PATltICIA. 1\Iay I speak to the conjurer 
 
SMITH. [H(tStening forw(trd. ] You want the doctor? 
PATRICIA. No, the conjurer. 
DOCTOR. Are there any developments? 
PATRICIA. I only ,vant to speak to the conjurer. 
[They all withdra
(), either a
 the g(trden or tILe 
othe'J
 doors, PATRICIA walks 'ltp to CON- 
JuRER. 
PATRICIA. You must teU me how you did the trick. 
You wil1. I know you will. 0, I know my poor 
brother was rude to you. He's rude to everybody! 
[B'J'eaks down.] But he's such a little, little boy! 
CONJURER. I suppose you know there are things 
men never tell to ,vomen. They are too horrible. 
PATRICIA. Yes. And there are things ,vomen 
never tell to men. They also are too horrible. I am 
here to hear them all. 
CONJURER. Do you really mean 1 may say anything 
I like 
 However dark it is? However dreadful it 
is 
 However damnable it is 
 
PATRICIA. I have gone through too much to be 
terrified now. Tell me the very worst. 
COKJURER. I will tell you the very worst. I fell in 
love with you when I first saw you. 
[Sits down and c't'03se8 his legs. 
PATRICIA. [D1'awing bac/c.] You told me I looked 
like a child and . , . 
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CONJURER. I told a lie. 
PATRICIA. 0; this is terrible. 
CONJURER. I was in love, I took an opportunity. 
Yon believed quite simply that I was a magician? 
but I . . . 
PATRICIA. It is terrible. It is terrible. I never 
believed you were a magician. 
COSJURER. [Astounded.] Never believed I was a 
. . , 
luagIclan . . .. 
PATRICIA. I always knew you were a man. 
COXJURER. [Doing wl
atel:er passionale things people 
do on the stage.] I am a man. And you are a woman. 
And all the elves have gone to eltland, and all the 
devils to hell. And you and I ,vill walk out of this 
great vulgar house and be married. . . . Everyone is 
crazy in this house to-night, I think. ""That am I say- 
ing? As if you could marry me I 0 my God! 
PATRICIA. This is the first time you have failed In 
courage. 
COSJURER. ""'"hat do you mean? 
PATRICIA. I mean to draw your attention to the 
fact that you have recently made an offer, I accept 
it. 
CONJURER. Oh, it's nonsense, it's nonsense. How 
can a man marry an archangel, let alone a lady. 
ly 
mother was a lady and she married a dying fiddler 
who tramped the roads; and the mixture plays the 
cat and banjo with my body and soul. I can see my 
mother now cooking food in dirtier and dirtier lodg- 
ings, darning Bocks with weaker and weaker eJes 
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when she might have worn pearls Ly consenting to 
be a rational person. 
PATRICIA. And she might ha.ve grown pearls, by 
consenting to be an oyster. 
CO
JURER. [Seriously.] 'There was little pleasure 
in her life. 
PATRICIA. There is little, a very little, in every- 
body's. The question is, ,vhat kind ? We can't turn 
life into a pleasure. But we can choose such pleasures 
as are worthy of us and our immortal souls. Your 
mother chose and I have chosen. 
CONJURER. [Staring.] Immortal souls! . . . And I 
suppose if I knelt down to worship you, you and 
everyone else would laugh. 
PATRICIA. [TJTitk a 81nile of pervers-ity.] 'VeIl, I 
think this is a more comfortable way. [She Bits down 
suddenly beside hint in a sort of domestic way ani! 
goes on talking. ] Yes. I'll do everything your 
mother did, not so well, of course; I'll darn that 
conjurer's hat-does one darn hats ?-and cook 
the conjurer's dinner. By the way, what is a con- 
jurer's dinner? There's always the goldfish, of 
course. . . . 
CONJURER. [With a groan.] Carrots. 
PATRICIA. And, of course, now I come to think 
of it, you can always take rabbits out of the hat. 
Why, what a cheap life it must be! How do 
you cook rabbits? The Duke is always talking 
about poached rabbits. Really, we shall be as happy 
as is good for us. 'Ve'll have confidence in each 
E 
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other at least, and no secrets. I insist on knowing 
all the trickH. 
CONJURER. I don't think I know whether I'm on 
In y head or illY heels. 
PATRICIA. And now, as ,ve're going to be so confi- 
dential and comfortable, you'll just tell me the real, 
practical, tricky little way you did that last trick. 
CONJURER. [Rising, rigid with horror.] How I did 
that trick? I did it by devils. [Turning furiously on 
PATRICIA.] You could believe in fairies. Can't you 
believe in devils ? 
PATRICIA. [Sm'io'U;sly.] No, I can't believe in devils. 
CONJURER. Well, this room is full of them. 
PATRICIA. What does it all mean? 
CONJURER. It only means that I have done what 
many men have done; but few, I think, have thriven 
by. [He sits down and talks thoughtfully.] I told you 
I had mixed with many queer sets of people. Among 
others, I mixed with those who pretend, truly and 
falsely, to do our tricks by the aid of spirits. I 
dabbled a little in table-rapping and table-turning. 
But I soon had reason to give it up. 
PATRICU. Why did you give it up 
 
CONJURER. It began by giving me headaches. And 
I found that every morning after a Spiritualist séance 
I had a queer feeling of lowness and degradation, of 
having been soiled; much like the feeling, I suppose, 
that people have the morning after they have been 
drunk. But I happen to have what people call a 
strong head; and I have never been really drunk. 
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PATRICIA. I am glad of that. 
OONJURER. It hasn't been for want of trying. But 
it wasn't long before 
the spirits with whom I had 
been playing at table-turning, did what I think they 
generally do at the end of all such table-turning. 
PATRICIA. What did they do? 
OONJURER. They Iturned the tables. They turned 
the tables upon me. I don't wonder at your believing 
in fairies. À.ß long as these things were my servants 
they seemed} to me'like fairies. When they tried to 
be my masters. . . . I! found they were not fairies. 
I found the spirits with whom I at least had come in 
contact were evil . . . awfully, unnaturally evil. 
PATRICIA. Did they say so? 
CONJURER. Don't talk of what they said. I was 
a loose fellow, but I
 had not fallen so low as such 
things. I resisted them; and after a pretty bad 
time, psychologically speaking, I cut the conl1exion. 
But they were always tempting me to use the super- 
natural power I had got from them. I t was not very 
great, but it was enough to move things about, to 
alter lights and so on. __ I don't know whether you 
realize that it's rather a strain on a man to drink bad 
coffee at a coffee-stall when he knows he has just 
enough magic in him..to make a bottle of champagne 
walk out of an empty shop. 
PATRICIA. I think you behaved very well. 
CONJURER. [Bitterly.) And when I fell at last it 
was for nothing half so clean and Christian as 
champagne. In black blind pride and anger and all 
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kinds of heathenry. because of the impudence of a. 
schoolboy, I called on the friends and they obeyed. 
PATRICIA. [Touches his arm.] Poor fellow! 
CONJURER. Your goodness is the only goodness 
that never goes wrong. 
PATRICIA. And what are we to do with Morris 
 
I-I believe you now, my dear. But he-he will 
never believe. 
CONJURER. There is no bigot like the atheist. I 
must think. 
[ Walks towards the garden windows. The 
other n
en reappear to arrest his 'J1l0veme'Jlt. 
DOCTOR. Where are you going? 
CONJURER. I am going to ask the God whose 
enemies I have served if I am still worthy to save a 
child. 
[Exit into ga'J"den. He paces up and down 
exctctly as 1\'IORRIS has done. As he does 
so, PATRICIA slowly goes out,. and a long 
silence follows, during which the remaining 
men stir and stamp very restlessly. The 
darkness increases. It is long befo(re any- 
one spectks. 


DOCTOR. [Abruptly.] Remarkable man that con- 
Jurer. Clever man. Curious man. Very curious 
man. A kind of man, you know . 
 . Lord bless us! 
What's that? 
DUKE. 'What's what, eh? What's what? 
DOCTOR. I swear I heard a footstep. 
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II nter HASTINGS with papers. 
DUKE. 'Vhy, Hastings - Hastings -we thought 
you were a ghost. You must be-er-Iooking white 
or something. 
HASTINGS. I have brought back the answer of the 
Anti- Vegetarians . . . I mean the Vegetarians. 
[Drops one or two papers. 
DUKE. Why, IIastings, you are looking white. 
HASTINGS. I ask your Grace's pardon. I had a 
slight shock on entering the room. 
DOCTOR. A shock 
 What shock? 
HASTINGS. It is the first time, I think, that your 
Grace's work has been disturbed by any private 
feelings of mine. I shaH not trouble your Grace 
with them. It will not occur again. 
[Exit HASTINGS. 
DUKE. What an extraordinary feHow. I wonder 
if . . . [Suddenly stops spectking. 
DOCTOR. [Alte," a long silence, in a low voice to 
SMITH.] How do you feel 
 
SMITH. I feel I must have a window shut or I 
must have it open, and I don't know which it is. 
[.A nother long silence. 
SMITH. [Crying out suddenly in t}u
 dark.] In God's 
name, go ! 
DOCTOR. [Jumping up rath
r in a trem,ble.] Really, 
sir, I am not used to being spoken to . . . 
SMITH. It was not you whom I told to go. 
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DOCTOR. No. [Pause.] But I think I will go. This 
room is simply horrible. 
[He rnarc}tÆS towards the door. 
DUKE. [Jun
ping 'ltp and bustling about, altering 
card., papers, etc., on tables.] Room horrible 
 Room 
horrible ? No, no, no. [Begins to run quicker round 
the roorn,jlapping his hands like }ins.] Only a little 
crowded. A little crowded. And I don't seem to 
know all the people. We can't like everybody. 
These large at-homes. .. [Turnbles on to a chair. 
CONJURER. [Reappearing at tll,8 garden doors.] Go 
back to hell from which I called you. It is the last 
order I shall give. 
DOCTOR. [Rising rather shakily.] And what are 
you going to do? 
CONJURER. I am going to tell that poor JittJe lad a 
lie. I have found in the garden what he did not find 
in the garden. I have managed to think of a natural 
explanation of that trick. 
DOCTOR. [Warmly 1ì
oved.] I think you are some- 
thing like a great man. Can I take your explanation 
to him now? 
OONJURER. [Grimly.] No thank you. I will take 
it myself. [Exit into the other rOOl'n. 
DUKE. [Uneasily.] "\Ve all felt devilish queer just 
now. Wonderful things there are in the world. 
[After a pause.] I suppose it's all electricity. 
[Silence a8 'U8ual. 
SMITH. I think there has been more than elec- 
tricity in all this. 
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Enter PATRICIA, still pale, but radiant. 
PATRICIA. Oh, l\'Iorris is ever so much better! The 
conjurer has told him such a good story of how the 
trick was done. 


Enter CONJURER. 
DUKE. Professor, we owe you a thousand thanks! 
DOCTOR. ReaHy, you have doubled your claim to 
origina1ity! 
SMITH. It is much more marvellous to explain a 
miracle than to work a miracle. What was your 
e
planation, by the way 
 
CONJURER. I shall not tell you. 
SMITH. [Starting.] Indeed 
 Why not 
 
CONJURER. Because God and the demons and that 
Immortal Mystery that you deny has been in this 
room to-night. Because you know it has been here. 
Because you have felt it here. Because you know 
the spirits as well as I do and fear them as much as 
I do. 
SMITH. W ell 
 
CONJURER. Because all this would not avail. If I 
told you the lie I told Morris Carleon about how I 
did that trick. . . . 
SMITH. Well 
 
CO:NJURER. You would believe it as he be1ieved it. 
You cannot think [pointing to the lamp] how that 
trick could be done naturally. I alone found out 
how it could be done-after I had done it by magic. 
But if I tell you a. natural way of doing it. . . . 


. 
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SMI'fH. "\Vell? . 
CONJURER. Half an hour after I have left this 
house you will be all saying how it was done. 
[CONJURER buttons up hi8 cloak and advances 
to PATRICIA. 
CONJURER. Good-bye. 
PATRICIA. I shall not say good-bye. 
CONJURER. Yon are great as ,veIl as good. But a 
saint can be a temptress as well as a sinner. I put 
my honour in your hands . . . oh, yes, I have a little 
left. We began with a fairy tale. Have I any right 
to take advantage of that fairy tale? Has not that 
fairy tale really and truly come to an end 
 
PATRICIA. Yes. 'That fairy tale has really and 
truly come to an end. [Looks at kirn a little in the old 
1nyst.ical 'lnanne1'.] It is very hard for a fa.iry tale to 
conle to an end. If you leave it alone it lingers ever- 
lastingly. Our fairy tale has come to an end in the 
only way a fairy tale can come to an end. The only 
way a fairy tale can leave off being a fairy tale. 
CONJURER. I don't understand you. 
PATRICIA. It has come true. 
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